IV.    FQNTAINEBLEAU.             9!

glowing or grateful affection for either father or
mother, yet as they could not well do without
me, so also 1 found I was not altogether com-
fortable without them.

So for the present, we planned a summer-
time in Switzerland, not of travelling, but
chiefly stay in Chamouni, to give me mountain
air, and the long coveted power of examining
the Mont Blanc rocks accurately. My mother
loved Chamouni nearly as much as I; but this
plan was of severe self-denial to my father, who
did not like snow, nor wooden-walled rooms.

But he gave up all his own likings for me,
and let me plan the stages through Prance as I
<;hose, by Rouen, Chartres, Fontainebleau, and
Auxerre. A pencil-sketch or two at first show
only want of faith in my old manner, and more
endeavour for light and shade, futile enough.
The flat cross-country between Chartres and
Foimtainbleau, with an oppressive sense of Paris
to the north, fretted me wickedly; when we got
to the Fountain of Fair Water I lay feverishly
wakeful through the night, and was so heavy
and ill in the morning that I could not safely
travel, and fancied some bad sickness was com-
ing on. However, towards twelve o'clock the
inn people brought me a little basket of wild
strawberries; and they refreshed me, and I put
my sketch-book in pocket and tottered out,no rightlymy criticalays trying
